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of the fleeting flames of poison.
Life, here
is a miserable death.
Life, here is destruction.
Life, here
is the truth of a hard rocky hand.
What is it that remains,
that you can achieve
in this world,
in this world of sorrow,
in this heaven of owls?
Here, in the world you live in,
the souls (if there are any),
will not fade away forever
like flowers of paper.
How can I bring before you
the faded and dried flowers
of my faiths and hopes
with face
borrowed from others?
The colourful spectacles of senses
having different nature,
the defective barometers
of passions and emotions,
this is the wisdom
of the useless compass.
Where is the pole-star
in this realistic world?
What can this knowledge,
broken, faded and torn into pieces,
tell you?
Which is the result
and which is certain
under the domination of partial truths,
half-truths and untruths?
You cannot recognize the truth,